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dreadful; even the straightforward one exclaimed in a shocked tone, "You must be awful sick! "
But Semantha turned her hot, dry-looking eyes upon her and answered slowly and dully, "I'm not sick."
" Not sick, with that white face and those poor curdling hands ?"
"I'm not sick, I'm going avay." Just then the act was called, and down the stairs we had to dash to take our places. We wore pages' dresses, and as we went Semantha stood in the doorway in her shabby street gown and followed us with wistful eyes — she did so love a page's costume.
When we were "off" we hastened back to our dressing room. Semantha was still there. She moved stiffly about, packing together her few belongings; but her manner silenced us. She had taken everything else, when her eyes fell upon a remnant of that evil-srnelling soap. She paused a bit, it was there was no dance to-night, or it would be spoiled, when she came in. Her face wase my back,Und I say, 'No, she don't laugh! de lips each side-d snapped his fingers.upon  my breast.    It was beautifully done;                               downed me; but it wasn't a fair game, Jim,
